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the same day and read the reports of some of the
star reporters of the London press for my own
amusement and left the editor in India to write it
himself.
However, I went to the Coronation, or at least as
near as I could go, which in my case meant a seat
in one of the stands opposite the Palace, obtained
through the kind courtesy of India House and the
High Commissioner for India. All this sounds
frightfully important, but in reality it meant paying
less for a seat than I would have had to had I gone
to an agency which had bought large blocks of seats
to re-sell them at enormous profits to those who
were stupid enough to pay that price. And there
were sufficient people in London at that time who
paid for their folly.
My job was to find the Coronation imposing,
majestic, awe-inspiring, breath-taking. It was the
job of every journalist on the job. In my case, I
did the whole thing so thoroughly that at the end
of the day, when I came back dripping wet from
the rain that drenched me to the skin,. I was able to
understand the feelings of those hundreds of thou-
sands who lined the streets, all along the long
Coronation route, and I tried to interpret that same
feeling faithfully, till I began to feel as the others
did who had flocked from the far comers of the
Empire to testify their allegiance and loyalty to the
common sovereign that rules over us all.